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PREFACE. 



Tlie following Poems were chiefly written 
some years since, and vntlwut any idea of pub- 

lishing, hut from the persuasion of others, under I 

the conviction that God can bless the feeblest \ 

efforts to promote His glory, the writer ofers 1 

them to her friends, hoping that all inaccuracies \ 

will be kindly excused, the one ohj'ectJbeing simply I 

to shew the freeness and precibulness of Redeeming \ 

I 
love, 

E. F, E, 

Seeding Court, 

June, 1867. 
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Htmv,— ««Not aU the blood of bulls and goats.' 



She stood with her dark eyes fixed upon 

This little simple hymn, 
And with deep'ning faith was thinking on 

The sacrifice for sin. 

Useless and vain each Jewish rite 

In her eyes had become, 
Since God had to her blinded sight 

Revealed His own dear Son. 

That bleeding Lamb alas ! had been 

By her too often viewed 
With hatred, scorn, and anger keen ^ 

Instead of gratitude. 

But now the long deluded heart 

Could its own vileness see, 
And to escape sin's fatal dart, 

She must to Jesus flee. 



Yet such a step the curse would bring 

Of him she loved so well, 
And her dark locks were glittering 

With tears which on them felL 

She cared not for the sacrifice 
Of her rich, splendid home ; 

Alas ! it was a costlier price 
That would avail alone. 

Oh ! could she dare to break her vow, 

In all things to obey 
That husband, who had been till now 

Her heart's best sympathy ? 

She could, because that God who was 
Her "Maker," "Husband," too, 

Would graciously look with applause 
On faith so firm and true. 

Yet sad her heart was, and she sighed 
For him who would not bend 

To Jesus' yoke, the " Crucified," 
Nor to His call attend. 

She heard his footstep as it fell 

Upon the marble floor. 
And with a glance she knew too well. 

He entered through the door. 

" This Tiateful trash again," he cried, 
" This Christian trumpery," 

As on the verses by her side 
Fell scornful scrutiny. 



" Now hear me, Mkiam, if thou wilt 

Thus an apostate be, 
Thou shalt. for this thy stubborn guilt, 

Eeap woe and misery." 

" Such words from thee I oh, Caleb, why 

Thine own destruction be ? 
Why not to Israel's Saviour fly. 

And our salvation see 1 " 

How withering was the glance which met 

Her pleading tearful eye ! 
It pierced her inmost soul, and yet 

*' The Comforter " was nigh. 

Soon was she from her home expelled, 

And he a foreign shore 
Sought, and ne'er afterwards beheld 

His once loved Miriam more. 

Like Hagar now she wand'red through 

Life's dreary wilderness. 
And like that homeless mother too, 

Found want and sore distress. 

But did she wander there alone ? 

Was there no guardian hand. 
Whose succour i^e might ever own 

In that dark dreary land ] 

There was : God's children cannot be 

Hopeless or helpless long, 
Because with love and pity. He 

Becomes their strength and song. 
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" The everlasting arms " each night 
Around her couch were spread, 

And angels in their garments bright, 
Sheltered her lonely bed. 

Thus onward in the " narrow way *' 
She pressed, nor paused until 

The Saviour^s voice called her away, 
A seat near Him to fill. 
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If hitherto my heart, Lord, 

Has not responded to Thy word 

So truly as it ought, 

Oh ! from this night may I begin 

That better course, which lieth in 

The cultivation of a mind. 

To others faults more strictly kind. 

When provocation comes, and I 

Indignant feel, then help me try 

To stop the hasty word which breathes 

Revenge, and my Redeemer grieves. 

Oh ! bid me pause until the storm 

Of anger has entirely gone. 

And then if needful, may I speak 

The mild rebuke, with spirit meek. 
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Poor was that dwelling, yet on all around 
Might order and strict cleanliness be found ; 
It had one lonely inmate, whose pale cheek 
Of scanty sustenance did plainly speak ; 
Yet in the meek expression of whose face, 
'Twas easy to behold the work of grace. 

She was a milliner, and work had failed. 
And this poor girl was now by want assailed 
So closely, that existence could not be 
Prolonged, unless those fervent prayers which she 
Had offered up should bring the asked' for aid. 
And poverty's rough blast again be stayed. 

Once more she knelt, once more did meekly clasp 
Her thin pale hands in pray^lr, and humbly ask 
Help from her " Father," whose mysterious love 
Her fiiith, by suffering, saw fit to prove. 

Just then a gentle rap came to her door. 
And a gay thoughtless actress stood before 
The grave young milliner, whose thoughtful eye 
Viewed her expected task, and with a sigh 
Beheld a work impossible to do. 
If to*" the still small voice" she would be true. 



The actress urged that all delay might be 
Avoided, since these dresses were what she 
Must soon appear in on the glittering stage, 
And in its pleasing cheats onee more engage. 

" 'Tis true, Fve prayed for work," the young girl said, 
Yet a conviction does my mind pervade. 
That this is work which I ought not to do, 
Nor can I undertake the task for you, 
Until I have my Father's guidance sought^ 
And in this path so intricate been taught. " 

Half wond'ring, half impressed, the actress knelt 
By that young Christian's side, and deeply felt 
How unlike her's, was her own godless soul. 
Where satan held almost entire control 

" Oh, speak not of the dresses more," cried she, 

" Pray for a wretched sinner, even me ! 

Pray that thy God may pitying forgive 

My * crimson sins,' and that my soul may liva' '* 

Again they prayed, and her companion aaked 
That those impressions might for ever last; 
That they might ripen into that good fruit, 
Which has a feith e'er vital for its root. 

The actress left her gay profession now^ 
And to the Saviour's yoke did meekly bow ; 
Moreover others, by her warnings, fled 
From sin and folly, and by grace were led 
Unto that Saviour, who so freely gave 
His precious blood, all ccmtrite souls to save. 



Much did He bless the pious ^1, Vho brought 
Into His fold the wanderer He scni^ht ) 
Each morning brought her with its 'dawning rays, 
New cause for gratitude, new theme of praise. 
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'Twas a beaut'ous garden full of flowers. 
And the soft melting glow of summer hours 
Shed radiance over each petal there, 
And the green leaves too, bade its bounty share. 

Not a weed on the eultur'd soil was seen. 
For the gardener's careful hand had been 
At its busy taskwork early and late, 
Each intruding one to eradicate. 

Methought it was thus that lovely flowers, 
Once were wont to bloom in Eden bowers. 
When beneath the admiring gaze and smile 
Of Eve, they were foster'd there awhile. 

'Twaa au emblem, I thought, of the human heart. 
When the free grace of (S^d each barren part, 
Like th^ workman's hand in fruitless soil. 
Makes to blossom and bud by ceaseless toil 

Once again on those lovely plants I gazed. 

And mark'd how each fresh blooming head wasraised 

To God, and as if they would say to man : 

" To thy Father yield all the fruit ye can." v 



Here I bade adieu to those beaut'ous flowers, 
For just then one of summer's freshening showers 
Shed its pearly tears on each blushing (£eek, 
Weeping the fond ferewell they could not speak. 
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When around our social hearths we meet, 
Chatting o*er the past and present. 

And each guest takes his offered seat 
Amid greetings warm and pleasant 

Ah ! then how sad if we lightly tell 

Of faults in friends prevailing, 
And on their acts with presumption dwell. 

Their good names ofb assailing. 

How many a tale might be left untold 

Of one perhaps newly greeted. 
Though in him, alas ! we could not behold 

What we love in others, seated. 

There may be times, nay, there must be these, 
When we dare not offences cover, 

And the heart, though unwilling, wisely sees 
It were wrong toMefend anofiier. 

But this may be well and himibly done. 

Not with proud Pharasaic spirit. 
Which so loudly blames the erring one. 

And exalts its own fancied mer't. 



If free from faults we in others see, 
Let us gratefully turn to Heav'n, 

And bless our God fbr the grace which He 
Hath to us so freely given. 

*Tis grace which helps us to seek for grace, 
And 'tis grace which only keepeth 

Our foot, when oft from the Christian race 
A start it so blindly seeketh. 

If the busy tongue of a friend may tell 
Of faults we've no need of hearing, 

Let us discover the merits which dwell 
'Mid the evils there appearing. 

The best rebuke we can give unto sin, 
Is to show in our own behaviour, 

An hiunble desire to tread within 
The paths of the lowly Saviour. 
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Down from its dusty shelf she took 
That precious but neglected book ; . 
And oh ! what pangs shot through her soul, 
What clouds of anger seemed to roll, 
As if they'd burst upon her head 
In woes intense, imniunberld. 
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Like some pale statue did she stand, 
The volume clasped within her hand ; 
And viewing with the deepest shame 
That holy record, which had lain 
So long untouched, and covered o'er 
With soot and dust, whose filthy store 
Like iron pierced her bosom through 
With angmsh, and contrition too. 

On its polluted pages fell 

More bitter tears than words can tell ; 

While satan, ever in his lair 

To drive lost victims to despair, 

At once all hope of mercy tried 

From this poor sinner's view to hide. 

In vain were words of comfort giv'n, 
Ken by a minister of Heaven ; 
And when her bitter cry he heard. 
Compassion in the good man stirred 
The deep emotions of his soul. 
And he too, wept without control 

But they were precious tears, nor would 
They flow unseen by Him, who could * 
So soon His mighty arm employ. 
To change their current into joy. 

What, though a sinner she had been, 
Might she not on the Saviour lean 1 
For when was Jesus ever known 
The contrite spirit to disown 1 
Nay, does He not unlock the heart 
Whence tears of true contrition start 1 
Oh yes ! 'tis He and He alone 
Who brings the wretched wand'rer home. 
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Like Mary, now at Jesus' feet, 
This contrite woman took her seat ; 
Nor would she ever taste again, 
Or e'en behold her " cup of shame." * 
Oh ! would that we who scorn and hate 
Such sins as hers, would imitate 
Her love to Christ, and be as true 
In Christian resolution too ! 
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Lord ! whensoe'er Thy work I do, 

Teach me to seek the motive too ; 

Whether Thine all-observant eye 

Impurity can there descry, 

Or, if the work has been 

Such as Thy condescending love. 

Can deign to smile on and approve. 
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Not by those heavy loads of care 

Which sometimes on us faXL, 
Are we so often crushed, as where 

The burden is but smalL 

* This woman bad been addicted to m\»m:^ecAs^<:«^« 
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She felt how different had been 

Her now cahn happy state, 
If His salvation she had seen 

When it liad been too late. 

We may not dare those thoughts to tell 
Which now possessed her mind, 

Yet on them we may humbly dwell, 
And some instruction find. 

Weeping with grief, around her stood 
Those she best loved on earth, 

The often tried, the patient, good, 
Kind guardians of her bir& 

She might be breathing now for each 

Beloved one the prayer, 
That they that heavenly home might reach. 

She hoped so soon to share. 

For well her own frail heart she knew, 

The faith it cost to win, 
A victory, 'mid the world's sinile too, 

O'er vanity and sin. 

The natural mind must yield unto 

Regenerating grace, 
'Ere Qie soul can hope to view 

Its heavenly resting place. 

So with her dying breath she prayed 

For each kind loving one. 
That grace might be to them conveyed, 

The prize of Heaven won. 
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Yet won by faith in Christ alone, 

Because our blessedness, 
Will be, when gathered round His Throne, 

•* The Lord our Eighteousness." 

Such might have been the thoughts which crossed 

That earth-retreating mind, 
As her fond last adieu was cast 

On those now left behind. 

Death can and does affection rend 

In seVring its fond ties. 
But those who die in faith can^^pt/ 

^gendr lb comfort from the skies. 

They bid us think on that bright hour 

When we shall meet again. 
And sin will have no longer pow'r, 

To cause us grief or pain. 

They waft us gentle warnings too, 

That faith must vital be, 
If we would them hereafter view, 

In blest eternity. 
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To make a jest, ne'er tempted be 

Of Satan's fearful name ; 
Remember how with malice he 

Will glory in thy shame. 

\ 
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The Lord requires not that we ne'er 
A gladsome strain should sing; 

He aSseth but that it may bear 
A reverence for Him. 

If others mock thee, faint not in 
This narrow path to HeaVn, 

And thou the glorious crown shalt win, 
Which by our God is giVn. 






" And can'st thou love the Nazarene, 

That false unworthy Jew, 
Who to our race a curse hath been, 

The foe of Israelite true 1 " 
Proud anger shone in the dark eyes 

Of the beautiful Hebrew girl. 
While on her cheek was seen to rise 

A rich flush, 'mid the raven curl. 

" Yes lady, yes, I love him well ! " 

Was the sweet child's reply, 
" Far, far beyond all power to tell, 

And I know that He reigns on High," 
Deep pathos marked that clear young voice ; 

There was truth in those eyes so mild, 
Which bade the Jewish maid rejoice 

In the words of that gentle child. 
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Instinctively she suflFered him 

The Gospel to unfold, 
While she, by grace subdued within. 

Heard those deep wonders told. 
A Testament lay near her guide. 

Which he meekly bade her read, 
Off*ring with glance of holy pride, 

The volume of precious seed. 

Again by a hidden pow'r impelled, 

The sacred word she took, 
And her heart with new emotions swelled. 

As she grasped the holy Book. 
She scanned its pages o'er and o'er 

With Israel's scrutiny. 
Then on each promise did she pore, 

Wherein Jesu's mercy lay. 

Oh ! could she longer doubt, that He 

" The promised seed " had been % 
For did not Gospel words agree 

With what prophets eyes had seen ? 
Yes, surely ! and much did she love 

Talking oft with the Christian child, 
Of Him, who left His throne above, 

Yet reigns now a Saviour mild. 

Touchingly beautiful was the sight 

Of this now faith-linked happy pair. 
To mark that boy's look of delight, 

'Mid expression of thought and care. 
Fair child ! o'er this blessed work of Thine 

Bright angelic choirs will sing, 
While thou sweet daughter of Abraham, 

Art the theme they're echoing. 
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How many minds which nobly shrink 

With horror from an actual lie, 
Incautiously approach the brink 

Of falsehood, ere they deem it nigh. 

Alas ! that words unmeant and idle, 

Should charms so false display. 
That truth's imerring, constant bridle, 

Oft slackens 'neath their sway. 

In converse cheerftd, oh ! how rarely 
Our social mirth beams with the truth, 

And were our words but tested fairly. 
They would of this too oft give proo£ 

'Tis true that idle words may borrow 
Bright sunshine for the passing hour. 

Yet will reflection's stem to-morrow 
Their cheating vanities devour. 

How oft have I with shame remembered 
Expressions careless, light, and vain, 

Which tho' some share of mirth had rendered. 
Could only be recalled with pain. 
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Truth is no foe to social pleasures, 
Nor asks for that stem gloominess, 

Which oft her precious influence measures 
With jojless hours of weariness. 

Oh ! strive we then for habitd truthful. 
In all our thoughts, our words and deeds, 

Regardless of that mirth deceitful, 
Which oft to sin and ruin lead. 
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An infidel once in a garden strayed, 
And each fair, op'ning floweret there surveyed 
With a thankless heart and envious eye, 
As he thought on his own dark destiny. 

" Why am I not like these," he cried, 
" Whose every wish seems gratified. 
They bask in the sun, and evening brings 
Eich feasts of dew on its sable wings. 

They know not a sorrow, or care, or pain. 
And their short life is one glorious reign ; 
While man toils on 'mid unceasing trial, 
Fettered down by his own fate's frown or smile." 

He went to a rose and stood there awhile. 

Half subdued and won by its modest smile ; 

The delicate petals, fresh and gay. 

In reproving accents seemed to say : — ^s. 

o 2 
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" Why murmur ye thus, why so repine, 
And say our lot is more blest than thine ? 
Is it not because thou dost madly dare 
To spurn the faith our bright lives do declare ? 

Proud sceptic turn, and these petals view, 
As their wondrous beauties rest on you ; 
These leaves survey in their glorio\is green, 
And ask thyself — ^Who hath their maker been ? 

'Tis true that art may resemble each, 
And our nice perfection seem to reach ; 
But can she bid one of her offspring * Live,' 
Or ike breath of life for a moment give 1 

Again, when she doth her works prepare, 
See we not neat fingers laboring there 1 
Biit look now on yon opening rose 
And say : Whose fingers unseen are those ? 

Is it not thy Creator's hand, oh man. 
Which hath this new proof of his pow'r begun, 
By which thou mayest know, believe, and see 
What thy proud heart denies — ^the Deity? " 

The infidel turned, and could not reply. 
While a beam of faith kindled in his eye. 
For he felt that this fair flower could teach 
Truths, which his own wisdom could not reach. 

Yet stiU those arguments, loud and clear, 
Fell on a cold and half-doubting ear ; 
'Till the God of grace, who thus begun 
His work, then made it a perfect one. 
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Let us learn from this, that the weakest may 
To the strongest the word of Life convey, 
And not despise even the smallest things, 
When their voice any useful lesson brings. 
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In the spring time of youth, ere the care and sorrow 
Which chequer our lives, have darkened our lot. 

How precious that wisdom which leads us to borrow 
A hope for the future, which fadeth not. 

When summer advances, and life has expanded 
From youth's opening bud, to manhood's full flow'r, 

'Tis then, and then only, the pilgrim is landed 
Where he may find light in sorrow's dark ho^ir. 

In the autumn of life, when the tree is bending, 
All laden with fruit, and mellow with care. 

We see the same guardian his footsteps attending, 
Whate'er the lot he is bidden to share. 

And then comes the winter, with aspect so hoary. 
But grander than e'er the tree now appears, 

For gatiiering snow crowns the Christian with glory. 
Old age its resplendent diadem wears. 

How mournful the contrast, when life has been 
squandered 
In the knowledge of eveiything else but its God, 
When far from his Father the rebel has wand'red, 
'Till he smarts 'neath the scourge of time's un- 
sparing rod. 
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Believe not the world, when it tells you that sadness 
And gloom in religion's pathway abound, 

But think of the folly and desperate madness 
Of those who ne'er in it, seek to be foimd. 

Oh ! would'st thou be happy ? Then come unto 
Jesus, 

Though the yoke He oflTers may bend thy heart, 
'Tis "easy" to wear, and from sin will release us, 

Then heed not, I pray thee, its transient smart. 

But would'st thou come truly, be calm in thy 
movement, 

Subdue that loud zeal which soon dies away ; 
True grace is e'er seen in that gradual improvement 

Which noiselessly speaks in our conduct each day. 
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When we behold a fellow-creature taken 

By sudden call, from this life's passing scenes. 

Does stroke so solemn, in our hearts awaken 
Attention to the warning that it means i 

Alas ! it is with a too heedless eye 

That we Death's noiseless footsteps often view, 
Forgetting in our hearts, to ponder why 

His work so swiftly, he at times must do. 
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What is the lesson, then, which we may learn 
From sudden death, from spectacle like this 1 

Is it not from a carnal mind to turn 
Lest we our path to heaven rashly miss 1 

Great God Almighty! yet of love Divine, 
May these Thy solemn warnings, ever lead 

Us, who in word profess our service Thine, 
To prove we have no merely outward creed. 
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precious words ! so deep, so full 

Of love Divine, and wonderful ! 

pity such as ne'er was shown 

Except by Jesus Christ alone ! 

Why did the Saviour weep, oh why 

Did tears bedim the sacred eye 

Of the incarnate Deity 1 

Mysterious grief, we may not dare 

Thy source aU holy to declare, 

Yet doubtless 'twas man's mournful fall, 

(Which in death's prison did enthral 

The human race) that piercki deep 

The Saviour's heart, and bade him weep. 

He wept too for that deep, deep woe. 

Which mourners' hearts must ever know, 

When of all other friends bereft, 

The last and loved one hath them left. 

From this we learn to sympathize 

With hearts wherein deep anguish lies ; 
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admiration, but if we have ourselves experienced 
a change of heart, we directly see that these 
qualifications want religion to give them their 
true lustra Moral goodness, when accompanied 
by grace, is indeed unspeakably lovely, but 
-without it, we cannot help classing its possessors 
with those who wiU never enter the kingdom of 
God. Do we not often see the most noble and 
excellent minds, utter strangers to the simplest 
, truths of Christianiiy % There is indeed a cold 
assent to them all, but there is no living fedth. 
Where there is true religion, there must be self- 
denial, and a renunciation of very many things, 
which in our natural state we regarded as 
harmless and allowable. To be a favorite of the 
world, is by no means a sign of grace within, and 
yet, when everyone seems to speak well of a 
peiBon, we are counted most unreasonable for 
questioning the eternal safely of such an one. 
Brilliant talents and great public usefulness 
often dwell in those, who have no real love 
, toward God. It is indeed well, when piety is 
the foundation upon which these gifts and 
qualities stand. We often hear of such a person 
being ^a great man," but then, is he a good 
man ? To be a great man, one must be a good 
one. I do not think people generally understand 
the di£ference between moral goodness, and that 
which proceeds from grace only. Some disposi- 
tions are naturally as superior to others as is 
possible, but these moral excellencies are no true 
criterion as to a renewed heart Natural good- 
ness flows, for the most part, without much 
opposition ; a good tempered person finds it easy 
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to be amiable, it is natural to him. An honest 
man finds it perfectly in his power to keep from 
what the world calls dishonesty. A temperate 
man naturally hates excess of all kinds. A 
prudent one has no inclination towards improvi- 
dent actions or folly, and so it might be proved of 
natural moral goodness in every shape 5 but when 
we view it as the result of grace within the heart, 
there is a striking contrast. For instance, the 
Holy Spirit often successfully pleads with one 
who has few moral excellencies in comparison 
with others. Perhaps a hasty temper has to be 
conquered, or a proud spirit to be subdued, and 
then it is we see the glorious triumph of grace, 
and there can be no lovelier sight to the real 
christian than this. Alas ! it is to be wished 
that we more often came away conquerors when 
engaged in these conflicts. The Holy Spirit 
does not at once root out our evil propensities, 
but leads us gradually to expel them. Some- 
times we perceive a degree of patience, or any 
other virtue, in a person whom we cannot believe 
to be godly, which very, very far exceeds our 
own attainments in these respects, and it is right 
that we should feel humbled, but we should not 
despond, and rashly conclude that the work of 
grace is not begun in our souls ; for is not the 
knowledge of our deficiency one of the truest 
signs of regeneration ? Those who have ever 
engaged heartily in the service of Christ, have no 
desire to return to that of Satan and the world, 
They would not for a moment wish to exchange 
their glorious liberty and that "peace which 
passeth understanding," for all the false pleasures 
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and promises of freedom, which mammon holds 
out to them ; but at the same time, those who 
speak of Chrisfs service as being easy to our 
natural hearts, know very little of what that 
service is. " The kingdom of heaven suflFereth 
violence, and the violent take it by force." These 
were the words of One, who although He had said 
" My yoke is easy and my burden is light," yet 
at the same time knew there must be in all His 
true followers, a desperate and unceasing contest 
with the evil one. Did He not command us to 
" strive to enter in at the strait gate 1 " When 
we read these and numberless other texts, can we 
not see that Christianity does not consist in a 
mere outside ? Religion is a principle of the 
heart ; it makes us see things in a truly different 
light, and renders us so conscientious in our 
thoughts, words, and deeds, that it is a perfect 
renovation or change. Of course we have not all 
the same amount of worldliness to turn from ; 
some there are, who from very infancy have 
" Walked with God," and others again, who have 
striven in a degree, to keep His commands. 
These have not to experience such a striking 
change, as those who have neglected God ; but 
whether our* case is the one or the other, we must 
all know what it is to be " bom of God," before 
we can hope to enter His kingdom. It is evident 
that very many do not " count the cost " of being 
religious. They embrace an outward profession 
of piety, and can talk and act with great zeal 
upon religious matters, but if you examine their 
lives, you find very little or none of that strict 
discipline, and watchfulness, which God requires 
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in His children. If we would be Christ's true 
disciples, we must often look grave when the 
world would have us smile. Sin is sometimes 
represented in so ludicrous a form, that it requires 
great effort to restrain a smile, and more especially 
when our gravity makes us singular. It is well 
if we can at such times, remember that it was 
for sin, that Christ died. We naturally dislike 
singularity even in worldly matters, we prefer 
to do things as others do them, if right and 
possible, and in religion we are additionally sen- 
sitive. There is something so mortifying in being 
pointed at by our companions, and it is so very, 
very hard to do what is right before those who 
ridicule our opinions. It is very difficult some- 
times to speak honestly, because our notions are 
so different to the world's ; and there are times 
when our presence seems to enforce a painful 
kind of restraint upon others, in whose innocent 
pleasure, we would gladly join, but in whose 
extravagant levity, we cannot take part A 
christian should be cheerftd, but it should be an 
even cheerfulness, not those wild outbursts of 
gaiety and thoughtless glee which too often and 
too sadly pervade the mind of the young. But 
what is the end of such mirth, is it not 
heaviness 1 Do not the liveliest spirits give way 
to peevishness and discontent, when the excite- 
ment of pleasure is over ? I do not mean that 
there are no exceptions, but they are few, and a 
moderate and constant cheerfulness is by far the 
better. We can be happy without being jfrivolous, 
and mirthful without folly. We should however 
be very careful in condemning liveliness of spirits, 
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beoause some dispositions may find it much 
harder than others to subdue mirth. I believe 
we camiot consider the disparity between minds, 
too attentively, and wa should always remember 
that what may be no temptation to our nature, 
is perhaps peculiarly so to another. It is a 
difficult point how to act very often in society, 
but it is clear that conscience is an unerring 
guide, and happy, most happy are we, if we are 
ready to follow its leading. Sometimes, if we 
will listen to this " still small voice," we have to 
bear being thought self-righteous, and oh ! how 
deeply does this imputation wound the hearts 
of those whose trust is altogether in Jesus ! Still 
it must be borne, and if we will only persevere, 
God will in time justify us. It is evident that 
many things which prevail in the world as 
innocent and harmless, are hurtful to us ; doubt- 
less, recreation, in moderation, is necessary and 
allowable, yet many times it becomes a snare. 
The better plan is to be guided by our own con- 
science in the choice of our amusements, and to 
pray much for " a right judgment in all things." 
This will keep us from that rash censure, with 
which many well-meaning christians speak of 
lawful amusements, and render religion a gloomy 
and unsocial thing. I believe some amusements 
should be entirely avoided, because the effect 
they have on us is plainly hurtful, but I think 
generally, we may join in what we feel to be 
innocent recreation, if we do so in moderation. 
Doubtless the evil comes from an immoderate 
pursiiit of amusement, rather than the amuse- 
ment itself, in most cases. We are in all things 
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too apt to lose sight of moderation, and then 
those things which are intended for our good, 
become a snare. When St. Paul exhorts us to be 
" temperate and sober " he evidently means in 
everything we do, and not in our appetites only. 
Have we not sometimes indulged too long or too 
unrestrainedly in some things, and do we not 
then feel a deadness in our hearts for our religious 
duties 1 
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I dreamt that I was innocent 

As when I was a child, 
Before sin's fatal blandishment, 

My purity beguiled. 

I seemed to stand in that old home, 
Each nook of which could tell 

Of pleasures, which had quickly flown, 
E'en though I loved them well. 

I was agaui the simple maid 

Of sober mien and dress. 
My every word and action, weighed 

With modest careftdness. 

On my lips played no wanton smile ; 

The artless glance of old, 
Shrunk back from stooping to beguile 

Seducer base and bold. 
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I dreamed too, that I saw once more 

My gentle mother's face, 
As when her Bible bendmg o'er, 

'Twas radiant with grace. 

I dreamed too, that she looked on me 

As only mothers can, 
And in her gaze there seemed to be 

Far more than mortal scan. 

" Keep innocence," it seemed to say, 

" Die rather than become 
To the false flatt'ring world a prey. 

As many more have done." 

I started up, and thought to clasp 

My gentle mother there ; 
My flitting dream left nought to grasp. 

Save mocking, empty air. 

The charm had fled ; I sadly found 

That I had only dreamed, 
And what appeared then holy ground, 

Perdition's pathway seemed. 

I passed the day in agony, 

All during which my dream. 
Like some fair spirit, haunted me 

With its pure, holy beam. 

That night I decked myself with care, 
And with sisters in guilt and shame, 

I sallied forth to wander, where 
We might lure the souls of men. 

\ 
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Most deeply thankful was she too, 

For their unsparing zeal, 
Who with an earnestness so true, 

Did Jesus' love reveal 

She was watched by them, and then unto 

A purer home was led. 
Where the Holy Spirit's cleansing dew, 

Into her heart was shed. 

If aught should raise our fervent prayer, 

It is, that God may bless 
Those, who poor souls so nobly dare 

To save from wretchedness. 

We are sometimes, too apt to spurn 

The sinner for the sin, 
Nor think, from this we ought to learn. 

Want of grace and love, within. 

While we hate the sins for which He died, 

Let us love sinners too. 
Or our faith in Jesus crucified^ 

In His sight is not true. 
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'< Why is my pretty Blanche so sad, 
And Gracey weeping so 1 

There must be something very bad, 
That dear Mamma should know. 
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Ah ! now I see 'tis all about 
These scarfs of pmk and blue, 

Which Aunty Kate so kindly bought^ 
And gave to each of you« 

If darling Blanche prefers the pink, 

Because her doll is feir, 
Then kind Mamma will try to think, 

What Grace/s too can wear. 

So pout that rosy lip no more, 
But come along with me ; 

Perhaps among my ribbon store, 
A pink piece there may be. 

See ! here is one, the very thing 
Of which a scarf to make, 

But stop ! it really is a sin. 
So nice a bit to take. 

Here is a narrow piece, that will 

Do better for your doll ; 
The broad would shew a taste so ill, 

Around a waist so small." 

But Gracey liked the broader best. 

And soon began to cry ; 
For tears were a succes^l test. 

She always found, to try. 

" My love, it was Papa who bought 
ITiese bonnet strings for me, 

And he will scold, and say they ought 
A plaything not to be. 

D 2 
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He knows, your Aunty sent you, two 

Dolls' presents yesterday, 
^And that this was the piece for you, 

Manruha will have to say^ 

C[nless her little Gracey tries 

For once, to yield her will. 
Which would prevent me this disguise. 

And happy make you still/' 

But Grace had gained her point; she knew, 

(For children quickly see). 
And to be ever strictly true. 

She was not taught to be. 

'^ Ah well, I cannot longer bear 
' Your tears and dismal face, 
So take it Grace, and try to wear 
A bright look in its place." 

Then quickly sped the tears away, 

And quickly too, were seen 
The smiles she thought so bright and gay. 

Where all had darkness been. 

But oh ! what mischief had been done 

In that young, erring heart ; 
Deceit and self-will had begun, 

To act again their part. 

Alas ! how many a parent spares 

Correction's timely rod. 
And lamentably thus declares, 

Dishonor to her God ! 



37 



If any such these lines should read^ 

Oh ! suffer me to say : 
Inflict it when there is a need, 

And for your children " pray." 
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** And is myjittle Emma still 

Not reconciled to Jane, 
Do naughty, angry passions fill 

The hearts, where love should reign. 

Come near me children now, and I 
Your faults will seek to shew ; 

While you, with humble faith, must try 
Foigiveness sweet to know* 

You both desire to have your will, . 

But you must learn to see, 
That one the conq'ror's place must fill, 

And one the vanquished be. 

Bemember too, the yielding one, 

Is victor in God's sight, 
And hath a nobler conquest won. 

Than she who strove for might. 

For when our proud and stubborn will, 

We crush and mortify, 
We know, each precious triumph 8till| 

For ever lives on High. 
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While all the short-lived vict'ries here, 
Which we have toiled to win, 

Like faded glories wiU appear, 
And leave no peace within. 

So Janey, put these tears away, 
Kiss Emma and be friends ; 

Remember what iiBlicity, 
The Spirit meek attends." 

Her words fell like the melting rain 

On earth-encrusting snow. 
When on pure nature's *breast again, 

Fair smiling beauties grow. 

She join'd their little hands in one, 
And with a Christian's joy. 

Beheld that blessed conquest won, 
Which ne'er can meet alloy. 

Yet still she felt all was not done, 
(Oh ! would 'twere ever sq). 

And that the work so well begun, 
No debt to God would owe. 

These little ones were led to ask 
His pardon, then and there ; 

Not as a formal, heartless task. 
But in meek earnest prayer. 

Such lessons, well and wisely taught 
In childhood's wayward days. 

Hereafter, will be ever firaught 
With child's and parent's praise. 
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Like as the deep and heaVnly blue 

Of the Italian sky, 
Reflects on southern seas, its hue 

Of azure brilliancy : 

So doth a good man's friendship, leave 

The speU of excellence 
On other hearts, and round them wreathe 

Its own benevolence. 

But as the gloomy darkness, from 

Our own oft clouded sky, 
In sullen grandeur sits upon 

The ocean's majesty : 

So doth an evil friendship, cast 

On other minds, the shade 
Of its own baseness, and will fast 

The mental soil invade. 

'Tis well whene'er we choose a friend, 

(A bosom one still more). 
To wisdom sober voice attend, 

And virtue's page run o'er. 
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When hearts around are cold and strange^ 
Forbidding ns, with them to change 
One glance or greeting kindly : 
Oh then, how precious 'tis, to find 
The solace of some christian mind, 
In guise however lowly ! 

We learn to gaze with calmer eye 
On mortifying things, which try 
And wound our spirits deeply ; 
We feel it is of little worth, 
If humble be our lot on earth : 
For there's a " better country," 
Wherein a love-knit, blessed band 
Of Christ's redeemed ones, shall stand 
In heart and voice united. 

Be this our comfort then, when we 
The pride of others chance to see ; 
And let us ask ourselves : 
. If, when like theirs, our earthly state 
Had more within it^ to create 
Proud thoughts, than now it has : 
Whether we have not found our hearts, 
Assailed alike, by Satan's darts 
Of fancied human greatness. 



41 



Would we then have those sins forgiven, 
By our impartial Judge in Heaven : 
llien let us deal most gently 
With other's failings, and suppress 
Each rising storm of bitterness, 
That fills the wounded bosom ; 
For He, who calmed the raging seas. 
Can anger's fiercest torment ease, 
And wl^per: " Peace be stilL" 
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Dear Thekla ! on thy wedding mom, 
When in each loving heart is bom 
A new and tender sympathy. 
And keener love than e'er for thee : 
We too would join the festal strain, 
And with the gladsome notes, that reign 
Triumphant through thy bridal throng. 
Would mingle too a kindred song. 
For we believe thy nuptial vow. 
When thou did'st at the altar bow. 
Was made by lips, which have in prayer, 
Besought a Father's guidance there. 
If 'twere then so, thou need'st not fear 
When thy new duties shall appear ; 
For they will vanish from thhie eyes 
Beneath that tender love, which Hes 
Deep in thy woman's heart for one 
Who has thine own so surely won, 
And conq'ring, led thy will to bow 



I 
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To bis, in meek submission now ; 
Since he a stranger will remain, 
To aught he knows would render pain 
Within that bosom, which should be 
Fed by his gentlest sympathy. 
We a^ our gracious God, to guide 
Your steps, as travelling side by side 
Life's path ye tread, and in the end 
To each redeemmg mercy lend. 
And now farewell ; a prayer for thee 
And for thy loved ones too, will be 
Upon our Hps, that as ye part. 
Faith may light up each drooping heart 
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Clay cold and beautiful she lay 

On her last earthly bed, 
And o'er her tears of agony 

That widowed husband shed. 

Alas ! how like some fearfiil dream 

Of visionary ill, 
Did all, at that sad moment, seem 

His aching heart to fill. 

For scarce a year had passed, since i 
At the altar stood beside. 

Where he had then so solemnly 
Keceived her for his bride. 
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But his was no unchristian grief, 
'Twas the deep calm woe of one. 

Who in that path, which finds relief 
Fron^ Heaven, long had run« 

He wept indeed for that sweet flower, 
Which Death had nipped so soon. 

But he knew that in a fairer bower. 
It would more brightly bloom. 

A tear fell on her marble cheek, 

And glittered there awhile, 
And a beauteous contrast seemed to speak 

To that holy, happy smile. 

He wiped it from its resting place, 
For it seemed an intruder, where 

There was nought for his loving eye to trace, 
Save what was bright and fair. 

say, was it wrong in him, to wish 
That he shared that peaceful bed. 

And that he could partake the bliss 
Of the holy and blessed dead) 

Not wrong, but his watchful Father knew 

That he needed yet more grace. 
Ere he could with joy unclouded, view 

The Saviour's beaming face. 

And he murmured not at the wise decree 

But calmly bade farewell 
To those dear remains, till the time, when he 

In bliss with her would dwell 



\ 
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A traveller once of thoughtful mien. 

With steady footstep drew 
Near a churchyard where he ne'er had been^ 

And where sober yew-tree grew. 

'Twas Sabbath, and he entered in 

The consecrated walls, 
And joined in prayer and praise to Him, 

Whose word like manna falls. 

Amidst that holy evening prayer, 

The traveller saw brought 
To baptism, an infant fair. 

And heard the grace besought. 

That sweet unconscious little one. 

Lay hushed in slumber deep. 
While her they asked to place among 

The lambs of Jesus' sheep. 

The stranger also breath'd a pray'r 
In the " Good Shepherd's " ear, 

That in His fold, bright, spotless &ir, 
She might at last appear. 

His prayer was heard, that little one 
Was the child of those in whom 

Grace had its blessed work begun, 
And would help this bud to bloom« 
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They viewed the sacramental rite 

As a holy, blessed thing, 
And humbly pra/d, the Lord of Life 

Would accept their offering. 

So that, when dawning reason came 

Upon that in&nt fair, 
They hoped that more than Christian name. 

Might early flourish there. 

The lapse of many a passing year 

Had swiftly sped away. 
Ere the stranger once again, stood noar 

That old church-tower gray. 

'Twas then a confirmation day, 

When each young Christian showed 
Faithful or faithless loyalty, 

YIThere they allegiance owed. 

Amid that large and youthful throng, 

Did the trav'ller now seek 
Her, whom he prayed, might dwell among 

The faithful of Christ's sheep. 

Of some one standing by h'enquired : 

" Who is yon maiden feir. 
In that neat robe of white attired. 

And curls of shining hair." 

Th'answer was, what he wished to hear, 

For in that meek young face, 
Each lineament now seemed to wear, 

The priceless garb of grace. 

\ 
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Among the youths, the stranger's eye 

Gazed thoughtfiilly on one, 
Whose aspect^ though he knew not why, 

Shewed the work of grace begun* 

The traveller could not forbear. 

In his heart to wish, that this 
Young, noble boy, and maiden fair. 

Might be linked in wedded bliss. 

Again a lapse of time had sped. 

And once again drew nigh 
The pilgrim, as if instinct led 

Him, tho' he knew not why. 

'Twas a joyous and a lovely sight, 

That now shone on his view. 
For that beaut'ous momuig's lustre bright. 

Would join hearts fond and true. 

A tear stood in the stranger's eye, 

Yet gratified was he, 
As, by that fair yoimg bride, stood nigh 

The one he loved to see. 

He gazed upon the wedded pair 
With joy, and prayed that they, 

From every over-anxious care 
And sin, might flee away. 

He noticed was, and stood a guest 

Among that bridal throng, 
And his tale created interest, 

As its facts were dwelt upon. 
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Then bade the old man his farewell, 
And ne'ermore there was seen ; 

But the story he'd loved to tell, 
Had to them useful been. 
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Hark ! a joyous peal is sounding, 
And a bridal train appears, 

In one happy group surrounding 
One, who smiles beneath her tears. 

Think not that those tears are saying, 
Nuptial vows were insincere, 

Sweetest proofs are they conveying, 
That to her all ties are dear. 

Would'st thou have less recollection 
Of parental love, which bends 

O'er us, and with deep affection, 
Helpless infancy attends 1 

Say, can sisters' love no longer 
Find an echo in her heart. 

Or a brother's, cease to render 
It a bitter task to part ? 

Hail we then those tears most gladly, 
Which are being shed to-day, 

Though they mingle somewhat sadly, 
With each bright festivity. 
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All is oyer, and she whispers 
Tremblingly her last &rewell ; 

Parents, brother, friends, and sisters, 
Long on that adieu will dwelL 

Thns on earth fond hearts must sever, 
Bat in Heaven's bright, distant land. 

Not one parting pang, shall ever 
In our blissfdl pati^way stand* 

May the hearts this day united, 
Seek the spirits cleansing grace, 

And the vows which have been plighted, 
Christian faith and truth embrace. 
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There is perhaps a love, more strong 
Than brother's heart can feel 

Yet sometimes 'dureth not so long. 
Nor proves so pure and real. 

Poor Amy was an orphan blind, 

A sickly, gentle child, 
Who seemed to say, that word tmkind 

Would crush her spirit mild. 

And there was one, who fix)m her side 

Ne'er causeless was away. 
One, in whose love she might confide, 

In moments sad or gay. 
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Years of her childhood passed away, 

And those of girlhood came ; 
Yet by this tender guardian led 

Was Amy, still the same. 

Oh for that brother, who can tell 

His poor, blind sister^s love ? 
Or how her grateful heart would swell, 

Its gratitude to prove ! 

Her favorite books he used to bring, 

And read them by her side, 
Or else some song she loved would sing, 

While time would sweetly glide. 

Whene'er she loved to wander o'er 

Some neighboring hill or dell. 
Still on her ear, as heretofore, 

The same kind accents fell. 

I've watched them, as they used to rest 

Beneath some shelt'ring tree. 
And while I gaz'd, have felt impressed 

By a holy sympathy. 

For in her uptum'd, childlike face. 

Of trustful love so full, 
Methought, I something seem'd to trace 

Divinely beautiful. 

And then that brother's look so fond. 

Compassionate and kind. 
Would in its tenderness, respond 

With pity for the blind. 

\ 
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'Twas from his lips, she learned to love 

The sound of Jesus' name, 
And how He left His throne above, 

To rescue her from shame. 

Years rolled away, and Amy died. 
And by her grave there stood 

The wisely sought, and faithful bride 
Of him, so kind and good. 

Oft would they talk of Amy dead. 
And deck her grave with flowers. 

Such as for her he'd gathered, 
In happy summer hours. 



M0 pii^isi §* 0n titx §imk%t 



Thou'rt going to leave us, the star of our dwellmg ! 

To cheer and to gladden a different home. 
And though with emotion our bosoms are swelling. 

We'll smother it, lest it should heighten thine own. 

We doubt not his kindness, to whom we confide thee ; 

We ask not a manlier heart, or sincere ; 
It is but the tender affection we bear thee. 

That breathes now a sigh, or induces a tear. 

Thy duteous care as a child and a sister. 

Will follow, to quicken thy footsteps as wife. 

And conjugal love in its fulness, shall whisper 
Notes soft, and e'er deep'ning, to gladden thy life. 
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But many will miss thee, — the kind friend and teacher, 
Leaves doubtless forever those lambs of Christ's fold. 

Whose sorrowful accents and sighs,could they reach her 
Their simple but genuine grief would imfold. 

They still ask thy prayers, and say "Don't forget us ! 

Tho' far from pur schoolhouse and dwellings you go ; 
Long will the kind smile with which thou hast met us, 

A place in our hearts and fond memories know." 

God's bkssing attend thee ! thou bride of affection, 
To guide thee and keep thee from folly and sin, 

To quicken thy steps in each holy direction, 

'Till through HeaVnly portals thou'rt ushered in. 



'* Listen, gentle lady fair, 
Hearken, while I tell 

What another would declare, 
And who loves thee well." 

O'er a cloud of raven hair 
Was tied a 'kerchief red ; 

But the gipsy^s queenly air 
Mocked the words i^e said. 

Worthy of a better cause 
Was that noble mien, 

If the knowledge of God's laws 
In the heart had been. 



\ 
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Alice Graham stood awhile, 

Musing on the art 
Satan uses, to beguile 

The iinguarded heart 

Pity for the gipsy's lot 
Stirred within her breast, 

And her love for souls, could not 
Longer be suppressed. 

" Poor deluded girl ! " she said, 
" "Waste not words on me. 

Truth, not lies shall be conveyed 
By my lips to thee ! 

" Will you listen, while I tell 

Of a love so free. 
That it may in all hearts dwell, 

Yet exhaustless be 1 " 

Alice Graham's kindly gaze, 
Through the gipsy's soul, 

Like the setting sun's soft rays 
Li summer, gently stole. 

" Lady, mock me not," she cried, 
" Gentleness like thine. 

Is not fit to stoop beside 
Ignorance like mine ! " 

Alice answered : " Had the care 
Of God been less for me, 

I could not now His love declare, 
Which offered is, to thee. 



53 



But His grace and mercy taught 

Me to love His name, 
And with gratitude, I ought 

His love to proclaim." 

Won by such a free display 

Of sympathy so kind. 
The chains of prejudice gave way, 

Which bound the gipsy's mind. 

Th' history of her life was told 

To Alice, whose kind ear 
Was list'ning, that it might unfold 

Truths, she would love to hear. 

With careful diligence she tried. 

That precious seed to sow, 
Which to the Saviour crucified. 

Bids the poor sinner go. 

Fain would she some response have found 

Within that darkened heart, 
To tell her, that the barren ground, 

Had yet some fruitful part. 

But she had leam'd to toil and wait, 

Not looking for the fruit, 
'Till the good seed should germinate, 

And grace be at the root. 

They parted, and before the throne 

Of Heaven, Alice knelt. 
For well she knew, that there alone 

Help for the mission dwelt. 

\ 
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Oft would she seek the gipsy girl, 

And from her Bible store, 
Shew unto her some precious pearl. 

And watch her thirst for more. 

At last the gipsy went away. 

And faith would often wane 
In Alice' heart, 'till she would pray, 

And win it back again. 

Faith is the teacher's one bright star, 

Sustaining by its light 
Those mindfi^ which overshadowed are 

By disappointment's night. 

One day the lady sat alone 

Beneath a tree to rest. 
And two of time's swift years had flown, 

Since she had been address'd 

By Lucy Brown, whose form till now 

From her had absent been, 
And who, through a wide-spreading bough 

Advancing near, was seen. 

At sight of Alice' face, her own 

Was lighted by a smile, 
And grateful recognition shone 

In her dark eyes awhile. 

" I've come, dear Lady, here to tell 
What thou wilt love to hear : 

E'en that within my heart, doth dwell 
Faith, settled, deep and clear. 
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" Twas loDg before this stubborn heaxt 

Its sinfulness could see, 
'Till Jesus bade the mists depart, 

And grace to dawn on me." 

Emotion stirred within the breast 

Of Alice, while the tear 
Now trembling in her eye, confessed 

The hopes long cherished, near. 

She knew that holy angels too, 

In her rejoicing shared. 
Since He whose every word was true, 

Had that on earth declared. 

Twas beautiful on them to gaze. 
The teacher and the taught. 

And mark the earnest, humble praise 
With which each soul was fraught. 

But Alice saw 'twould not be long, 

They'd meet together here, 
Those blessed truths to talk upon, 

Now to them both so dear. 

For Lucy's step no longer told 
Of health within her frame ; 

Its languor seeming to imfold 
The tale of life's short reign. 

'Twas vainly Alice wished to find 
Some shelter for her friend, — 

Where, by her visits, oft and kind, 
She better could attend. 



\ 
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" Nay, dearest Lady ! " she would say, 

" Here let the gipsy die, 
Beneath her own dear canopy, — 

The blue and beauteous ^y." 

Ere long the stricken floweret droop*d. 

And often, with a smile, 
The gentle Alice o'er her stooped, 

Her sickness to beguile. 

She was so yoimg, so beautiful. 
That even Death's embrace. 

Sometimes of ghastly hue so full. 
Could scarce one charm displace. 

One feeble grasp of Alice' hand. 
One look from those dark eyes, 

Escaped the unbound spirit, and 
'Twas wafted to the skies. 

Gentle Alice Graham wept, 

But the tears she shed 
Were for one, she knew, who slept 

With the happy dead. 

And that thought could speed her on, 

Still in faith to sow ; 
Leaving God to smile upon 

The seed, and make it grow. 
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I know that thou art not unmindful, 

Of much within thee that is frail, 
Or else I might thy soul endanger, 

By words which may thy worth unveil. 

Thy youth and early days were saddened. 

By sorrows of no common kind. 
And things which would thine heart have gladdened, 

God's chastening love forbade thee find. 

A mother's tender care had left thee, 

With summons too, her place to fill 
'Mongst those, whose after years have met thee. 

With loved submission to her will. 

That gentle One* who dwells in heaven, 

Looks on thee with an angel's love, 
And joys that to thee grace is given, 

To seek with her a home above. 

To-day are many fond hearts beating, 

With kind and special love for thee, 
While tongues and letters bring thee greeting, 

On this glad anniversary. 

" Happy returns " thou'rt wished sincerely, 

" Many of this thy natal day," 
Joined with the hope, that life may yearly, 

New blessings unto thee convey. 

* — 

• A younger Bister. >^ 
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But hopes like these, are insufficient 
In Christian sense, to wish thee well, 

And they're of wisdom most deficient, 
Who on thy future fail to dwell. 

We trust then, that there may be blended 
With earthly joys, indwelling grace, 

That when the pilgrimage is ended, 
With Jesus thou wilt find a place. 






'Tis when the heart loves deeply, when the mind 
Its hopes, its joys and sorrows, has entwined 
Around another's : Ah ! 'tis then we feel 
The bitterness of aught that chills the love 
Between them. 

The Christian soul must ever mourn dissent, 
E'en 'twixt its own and hearts indifferent ; 
But wounds like these cannot so deeply pierce 
The aching bosom, or with war so fierce 
The mental conflict rage, as slightest scar. 
When kindred spirits the opponents are : — 
When they are brethren. 

The interchange of words or letters then, 
So wished for, yet so dreaded too, for when 
The less endearing title, or sentence cold 
We read, that anguish is but faintly told, 
That fills our bosom. 
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Yet even then, the holy dove of peace 
Perhaps is hovering near, to give release 
To the imprisoned feelings, which would fain 
To former tenderness return again, 
And in oblivion cast the fancied slight. 
That had so sadly cast a transient blight 
O'er fond affection. 



Ikt ^xfi* §* 0U §uvh^ #n0l»nl 



When far from this thy native isle, 
Thou journey est through other lands, 

Let not their stranger charms beguile 

Thee from our " English hearts and hands." 

Think oft upon each tender breast 
That treasures thee in memory dear, 

And deem that love most true and blest. 
Which animates our bosom here. 

True, other hearts may beat for thee 
With feelings friendly, warm and kind, 

But love like ours, and sympathy, 
Thou'lt surely never find. 

This was the land which gave thee birth, 
Where thou hast passed thine early days, 

And if there be one spot on earth. 
Which claims thy gratitude and praise, 

\ 
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Oh, is it not thy childhood's home, 
So fraught with recollections dear, 

Where Jesus' love was first made known 
Unto thy young and wondering ear ? 

Thou'lt often recollect the times, 
When, on those quiet Sabbath days, 

Thou'st listened to the " Old Church chimes," 
And thither gone to offer praise. 

And least of all wilt thou forget 

That mom, so fair and bright. 
When thee so many loved ones met, 

Arrayed in bridal white. 

I saw thee at the altar stand. 

And I prayed, that God would bless 
• Most richly everywhere, thee and 
Thy spouse with happiness. 

I wish thee well in earthly things, 

But far, far more desire, 
For thee, that cleansing grace, which brings 

A purer joy and higher. 
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Once more on those tender flowers, her eyes 
Are turned with an anxious gaze ; 

And again that loving mother tries, 
Two stricken plants to raise. 
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She sees how they droop their lovely heads, 
And she fears that they must die, 

And that pale and weeping woman, sheds 
The big tears of agony. 

The fever's scorching blight is o'er. 

And one fair plant revives, 
But the other droops for evermore 

Its beauteous head, — and dies. 

In his mother's arms, now lifeless, lay 

That once fair, blooming child, 
Whose cherub face in infancy, 

Had so oft upon her smiled. 

With careful hands, she gently parts 

The dark hair from his brow, 
And the tear which 'neath her eyelid starts. 

Is not so bitter now. 

She prayed indeed that the Saviour, Who 

Once raised the widow's son. 
Would now as mercifully too. 

Spare this beloved one. 

And He had heard her prayer, but still 

Had said it could not be. 
Therefore unto His all-wise will. 

She bowed submissively. 

Eight grass-grown graves were standing, where 

The ninth one took its place, 
And tender hearts stood mourning there, 

Their fair but fragile race. 
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They wept, " but not rebellious tears ; " 
They mourned, but not in " hopeless woe ; " 

For He who stays death's gloomy fears, 
'Twas their blest privilege to know. 
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I love at eventide, to stand and gaze 

From these old ruins, on the setting sim, 
And watch the dying splendour of those rays, 

As from the sight they vanish one by one. 
And then I love to mark the neighboring hills, 

Whose sloping beauty lies encircling round ; 
Meanwhile, the murmurings of distant rills, 

Subdue my spirit by their low, sweet sound. 
At such a season I have wished for thee, 

And that thou could'st my own rapture share ; 
But then, reflection there would quickly be. 

That, if 'twere needful, then thou would'st be there. 






When I behold thy sightless orbs, 

And hear the sounds thou can'st not hear, 

Pity for thee my heart absorbs, 
And starting is the silent tear. 
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The changes thou hast undergone, 

I love to sit with thee and learn, 
For surely God thine heart hath drawn 

With " cords of love," that thou shoidd'st turn. 
Bear blind old man ! thou never seem*st 

To murmur at thy darkened lot, 
Nor in thy sad affiction dream'st. 

That by thy " Father" thou'rt forgot. 
Yet 'twere not natural for thee, 

Thy losses never to deplore. 
It is enough, that we can see 

Thee strive to add to patience'! store. 
Think not that thou art useless here, 

Tho' impotent thou seem'st to be, 
Believe me, many hearts sincere, 

Submissive meekness learn from thee. 
We also learn to prize more dear 

What God, in wisdom, thee denies, 
Our daily mercies shine more clear. 

Than e'er they did, before our eyes. 
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Whither is th' immortal spirit fled ? 
To realms of glory, or those dark abodes, 
Wherein the lost souls of the unblest dead, 
Lie writhing from the dire worm, that corrodes 
Each aching conscience ? — Oh my friend, my friend ! 
I would that clearer far. 

The bright hope might be cherished, that thou art, 
One of the blessed ones, who stand, 

\ 
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For ever praising in that happy land, 

Their Parent God. 

So early dead ! so young, and so beloved 

By all who knew thee, and have ever proved 

Thy friendship to be pleasant. Ah ! how well 

They loved to hear thee thine adventures tell. 

For in them sparkling wit and humour smiled, 

And pleasingly the listening ear beguiled. 

I loved thy cheerftdness, yet often sighed, 

Because it seldom failed to lead thee wide 

From simple truth, and christian charity, 

And thus converted thine hilarity 

Into a dangerous foe. 

Precious that sorrow, and blest that mourner, who 

Like nature's fair floweret dipped in dew. 

Refreshed and calmly quits the couch of death, 

Because the daily life, down to the latest breaUi 

Of the departed, wafts the same joyous hope, 

That all was peace ! 
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If aught demands calm judgment, 'tis when we 
Fix our affections ; when for future life 
We a companion choose, whose lot will be 
For ever linked with ours, to cheer and bless 
Life's darker side, or turn to wretchedness 
Its choicest blessings. Oh what sighs and tears, 
What bitter food for grief in after years. 
Spring from a union with a mind and heart. 
That with the other claims no kindred part ! 
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Good were it for us, if so vast a theme 

For sober judgment, did not so often lean 

On passion, for its guide and counsellor ; 

For ask its votaries, and they will say 

What hidden thorns have sprung up in the way 

By which the/ve journeyed, tho' their smiling guide 

So oft assured them, that none grew beside 

Her rose-strewn path. See that neglected wife, 

Perhaps grown weary of her joyless life. 

I can read volumes in that swimming eye ; 

They tell the reason too, of that deep sigh 

With which she gazes on some gift, received 

From him, whose past indifference has grieved 

The heart he flattered by the fond belief, 

That nought from him should ever cause it grief. 

And then again behold the husband, who 

Finds the new purchase is attended to 

Much more readily, than those wants, which he 

Ne'er used to dream of, since they ever were 

Anticipated, and supplied, long ere 

He could express them. 

The eye that once beamed on him with delight, 

Seems grown half weary, by so frequent sight 

Of its once cherished idoL Now he feels. 

That passion without judgment surely seeds 

One of man's saddest dooms : connubial strife, 

Unceasing variance, and most wretched life. 

Fain would we hope, that to the*gen'ral rule 

These are exceptions ; yet in life's stem school 

How many learn them, and when 'tis too late, 

Find that too hasty love will soon abate. 

Like house without foundation, love can ne'er 

Unshaken stand, unless its site is e'er 

Erected, where our sober judgment sees 

Much we can venerate, with what can please ; 



66 



Then may we build the structure, and although 
Much human weakness we must ever know^ 
To us the edifice will still remain 
A kindly refuge, both in joy and pain. 






Dear Mother ! as I pass my days upon the pathless sea, 
Thine image seems to hover near, and is most dear to me; 
'Tis sweet to pause, and think upon thy love so strong 
Towards thy boy,ere he had sail'dthe mighty deep along. 

How many are the tender words my memory doth recall 
Of her, whose fond affection beam'd so brightly in them 

all; 
My mother's voice, how kindly it spoke to me when ill, 
How patiently it bade me, submission to her will ! 

For oft in boyish heedlessness, and hours of sunny glee, 
I valued not the love and care, she lavished upon me ; 
But now my childhood's dream is o'er, its Apnl smiles 

and tears. 
Have yielded to the sober truthofmanhood'sriperyears. 

Amongst thekindlygreetings,whichmetmewhenlcame 
Back to my home from distant climes, and lands of 

other name, 
Her's was the tender greeting which exceeded all the rest, 
As with maternal fondness she claspedmetoherbreast. 
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But the chain of warm affection which around our 

home has twined, 
Will soon have lost a link, that link which seems to bind 
All other ties together, with loving, skilful hand. 
And thus combines the whole, in one harmonious band. 

They tell me thou'rt altered, my gentle mother dear ! 
That thy form is thin and wasting, from disease's 

conflict drear ; 
But they tell me thou'rt happy, having asked and been 

forgiven. 
That thou'rt trusting in thy Saviour, for entrance into 

Heaven, 

They tellmeof thypatience, of thy calm andplacidsmile, 
Which meekly shows endurance, tho' suffering the while; 
They say it is delightful to minister to thee. 
Because from peevish murmurings, thy lips are ever free. 

Methinks if once more on my ear thy tend er accents fell, 
They'd kindle an emotion, beyond all words to tell ; 
And could thy voice now reach me, 'twould speak of life 

above, 
Of Jesu's boimdless mercy, and His redeeming love. 

But if on thy dear, well-known face I'm nevermore to 



Submission to my Father's will I do most humbly crave; 
Moreover I will ask His grace, to make me meet 
To join thee, darling mother, before His mercy seat. 

Almighty God of Heaven ! thy choicest blessings pour 
Upon this gentle sufferer, who soon will be no more ; 
.Within the dear Redeemer's fold, grant her to sit, 

and sing 
Those Hymns and Hallelujahs, there sweetly echoing. 
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Dear, suffering parent ! when we gaze upon 
Thy fast decaying form, and features wan. 
Our hearts with mingled love and pity bleed 
For thy sharp pains, and trial hours of need. 

Faint is the pressure of thy thin, damp hand ; 
And when with loving arms we help thee stand. 
Thy feeble, tott'ring Hmbs seem ready to give way. 
And say : thy spirit soon will quit its house of day. 

With anxious hope, we fondly bring to sight 
Our dainties best, to tempt l5iy appetite : 
But oft'ner far alas ! we have to place 
The bowl of sickness, near thy gentle face. 

Yet 'tis the wisdom of thy gracious Grod, 
That deems it right to send His chastening rod 
Upon His child, and thus by suffering, lead 
Her soul to Him, when from earth's fetters freed. 

For l^ad'st thou never been, my mother dear ! 
Rous'd by suffering, a Saviour's voice to hear. 
Thy sins had still lain hidden from thy sight, 
And veiled the need of His redeeming might 

But now all open and exposed to view 
Are all thy thoughts, thy words and actions too ; 
And thou hast seen with sad and anguished heart, 
How Satan sullied all with subtle art. 
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But since thou hast thy Father^s pardon craved, 
We trust thou seest thyself a sinner saved j 
For Christ's own promise was, ere bound upon the tree, 
I'll ever succour those who come to God by me. 

Dear Mother ! in yon blissful realms above, 
To which thy soul is hast'ning like a dove. 
May we, by faith in Him, strive to rejoin thee, 
And nought have power to part our spirits from thee. 
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With solemn silence we all gathered round 

The bed of death ; 
Our ears alike indijfferent to ea^h sound. 

Save that fast ebbing breath. 

From pain relieved, our much-loVd suffrer lay. 

And o'er her face, 
A holy radiance shed its peaceful ray, 

Bright with celestial grace. 

For on her calm, tho' pale and death-dewed brow, 

In those dim eyes. 
Triumphant glorious faith, divested now : 

Grave of its victories. 

But death had still his sharpest blow to deal, 

The final one : 
And soon the ashy foe in terrors real, 

His course had run. 



\ 
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We felt that all was over, yet could not leave 

Those dear remains ; 
Till one by one we turned aside, to grieve 

0*er our hearts* bitter pains. 

For who can tell the sadness of the hour, 

When first we feel, 
That we are motherless, — ^that weVe no power 

The wound to heal ? 

But there is One, whose words of thrilling love : 

"Jesus wept!" 
We still may claim. Tho* now He reigns above, 
He weeps with pity o'er the wound by stem death giVn. 

With those we mourn : 
He bids us hope to meet again some day in HeaVn. 
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Dear Mother ! in that hallowed name, 
We may no longer claim a share. 

Nor in our hearts must longer reign 
The tie, so long implanted there. 

Yet, we woidd not recall thee back 
To transient scenes of weal and woe, 

Nor ask thy share in things, which lack 
True happiness, like things below. 

We miss thee in our humble home. 
We cannot any longer hear 

At hearth and board, our Mother's tone. 
Which once rang sweetly on our ear. 
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But it were impious to rebel 

Against a gracious Father's will ; 

And bitter tho' the funeral knell, 
It wafts us precious comfort stilL 

All dark and dreary would the grave, 
Which now enwraps thy feeble form^ 

Be to our hearts, my MotiLer, save 

For the bright hope of where thou'rt gone. 

In days of health and body strong, 
Thme heart too fondly clung to earth, 

Till sickness taught thee thou wast wrong. 
And heedless of thy second birth. 

Thy Saviour first unto thee shewed 
Thy sins, and impotence to save, 

Then with His righteousness, He clothed 
The spirit, which at first He gave. 
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Yes ! gone from sight, but living still 
In bright seraphic bliss, until 
The resurrection mom. 

Yes ! gone from sight, but not from mind, 
For round each heart, remains entwined 
Thy precious memory. 
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Yes ! gone from sight, but able still, 
That place within the mind to fill, 
Which only mothers can. 

Yes ! gone from sight, yet doth to-night, 
Bring thee back vividly to light, 
And thine expiring breath. 

Oh, Mother ! ever blessed name. 
On earth we breathe it not again, 
Save in our thoughts of HeaVn. 






Sweet warbling lark, that soars so high. 

Thy note is dear to me, 
And this May mom is telling, why 

I love thy melody. 

My father, sisters and I too 

Had closed, in death's long sleep. 

My Mother's eyes, and witnessed too 
Her ransomed spirit's leap. 

No struggle marked death's cold embrace, 

All of sweet rest was full. 
And peace upon my mothei^s face. 

Shone bright and beautiful. 
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The gloom of midnight hour was past. 

The light of coming day 
Was streaming in the window fast, 

With radiant beams of May. 

A little lark too, had begun 
Its sweet, wild note of praise, 

As if in gratitude to One 
Who tunes its simple lays. 

Sweet warbler ! in thy heavenward flight, 

And thy melodious strain, 
Thou art like her, who from our sight, 

Has gone in Heav'n to reign. 

Thy fellow songsters thee outvie 

In richer symphony, 
But this May mom is telling, why 

Thine dearer is to me. 



iitd». 



Tnckuott's Steam Printing Works, Kensington Gardens, Brighton. 



■':i% 



.jv^^-c 




